Subject: INFINITE REDACTED BLAH BLAH THUS GONE SNOW AND SKY
From: angelicism01 <cashedcobrazhousewriter@substack.com>
Date: 12/16/2021, 10:19 AM
To: 
Reply-To: angelicism01 <reply+r553k&fyc9h&&c492af9c74aa26ad9c1b58673503f4b39b71addcaafbb4b98b0db7d551ddb91c@mg1.substack.com>

INFINITE REDACTED BLAH BLAH THUS GONE SNOW AND SKY
Summer 2021 (~August). ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌
		
	
INFINITE REDACTED BLAH BLAH THUS GONE SNOW AND SKY
Summer 2021 (~August).
Dec 16		Comment	Share

NOW THAT YOU ARE REDACTED IN LOST PAIN RAINBOWS


now after this, that which is to say always at the same time
after knowing that, being extinct an infinite number of times
is as if what we’re here for, being the valence of not
having to be to be enough for similes, after this
with nothing having shaped the body of space pure
all the bodies of language and art no matter what
r turning out to be calmly toxicative, one is all left with what is
one knew for some time without seeding say or show
and what so, loveless into absolute love of that space itself
not knowing what hence-gone, always pretending to have the right words
but no longer fascinated now by the right words
no longer as fascinated by saying blah blah gone as infinite number of times
no longer fascinated by the screen memories of the fascinated
and projecting across an absolute identity that is only blah’d
no longer meaning to say and needing to be the phrase ‘only I love only you’
4 there is something deeper than love
which thank god 4 the right words are wanting
and as if there’were’even something far deeper than god
4 whom thankfully none of us will ever had/have the right words
but also as if constantly an attention to these words
which appears to be but never have be en all i have
is itself, they said, ‘in danger’, except these ‘deeper’ blueings are seen through
so only really my weakness inside behind which mask
only ever really ev’n my infinitely weak streetblah
only ever really wanting to find any and every word magisterial no matter how awkwardly
put
the whole heart heart hearts as if no there is no blah thus gone
least of all the possessive here least of all the fascinated veneficious blah of a heart
it’s haste with regard to a life which even so simultaneous with any appearance of going
has all the time in a world and always-blah-seep’d
it is as if the source of love could never have been been been what it thinks it is
and that I lie there where I am closest to you wanting only what the you sees
in letting you go speaking to you an inner seen through all the way open whole ass sky

as if being fascinated with an elemental swiss bhutan pink bla this and my bl !! that
and as if being fascinated with my angeliccsah this and my angelicisb that
and my whole ass heart ass extinction this and my whole ass heart ass extinction that
were no longer at all a way out nor liberation nor not these opening things either
but then what then what the words on-a ‘blah on blah on blah’ a looping’applause
as if really we do not know which pain at all
never mind its meaning which may for more of the pain of pain than blah-blah-imagine
what blah are really seeing is that looking sees nothing
and meaning means nothing and heart hearts nothing
and it is as if what I literally left out is what is more than radical blah blah blah snow
since these infinities are themselves pregiven make in fact the decision now
that is pregiven the real meaning of purity stripped of all blah show
sees nothing
is nothing
is
one could see that the pain of the heart is itself the kueen aspect
it is itself what sees and that which sees through everything
this seeing which is without eyeballs and is the sight of the pain of experience
which is no small thing we have ever understood or spoken
to so subtle just if is it so much more than a sky
is what is we as if meant we one another blah
as if this sickness of the word you and its gone beyond
seeing through this itself were the pain of the heart I can never tell you how so
and there is no need why did I pretend to understand (im so slight its settled)
now words crush this decree every word a decree
and this sight
this seeing which is the sight of the pain of experience
but what does the pain of the heart disclose no does it not in fact
disclose the pain of the obviousness of th going extinct an infinite numbe r of times
which is to say an’infinity of humiliatio n
but what the capacity to suffer hides is holy blah blah blah the suffering at being plightless at the point of not going away
to ask to be touched there and kissing is it possible
to be kissed inside this absence of genuine touching of light on light
as if to say no as if not to say
all of the cheugy whole ass blahblah tropes of what was once called poetry
they are doing so everything they can do so to (an) adult and stay alive ignoring this especial pain
its ‘meanings’
is this your whole disappointment
and why we go back into distance the cleartrap of fascination to soothe
and it would be wrong so wrong to insist any of this or calls its as if opposite cowardice
psychosis is the future ‘just a spike protein stamping on a human face forever’ end quote
but that which forever psychosis is the end given that we have blah blah blah’d
that no love without the end and yet no loving to see this in your you
that I am loving to tell you there has never been an end and this is no love at all
that love has gone and I will love you
that love love love has gone I will carry you
that all of love love love love and light has gone they will stamp with a shitty nazi boot on the human face forever and a day and by that the needless has an end too
love had gone the internet is gone
the world is blah b l ah blah snow and and there is nob ody 2 carry & so


AFTER THE SILENCE


at last you who I love the most are dead and I can neither love you nor confuse your heart with the only one who
knows there are only so many times I can keep on saying this iterated ext without having to live
or is this now what living can be given to mean beyond what this iteration and contained in pain to one no another
in something they call saintly friendship for example coming to see the snow again and simply sitting for a moment
don’t be scared extinction has ceased to exist don’t be scared extinction has ceased to exist
for the hundredth time made to randomly and angelically go extinct normally as if to save you
knowing I will die of a heartfreak so soon hahaha why not not beyond extinction and without touching nothing
I have never been gone all lies refused to mediate and therefore writing this
refusing this the sky makes no reference to exo planets loving you in what is so much better than silent saying
releasing the sky from what is our sky beyond inside the same sky in recklessly inaccurate trivial pain
to skysay all silences in pain
don’t be scared there is nothing to say that can be given give give nothing save deeper than love


ONLY GOD CAN CANCEL ME


as I noted repeatedly on Twitter in 2021 AD when there
just accidentally always seeing
dear effaced name
I’ve been thinking or trying that
and tbh I think one thing is that it was already enough
&it was as if already far more than enough for me
when you and I were simply now and again
sharing small hints about the redacted blah blah blah
you sharing with me and the place and the signs
is something what I am saying is it was already
only god can cancel me
what is infinite, because it is given us all the time, must be decided on now


AS IF YOU HAD GONE SILENT NOW AND FOR EVER AND IT WAS INFINITELY OK


as if you had gone extinct not once but twice or even several times or rather hundreds of times or what we really mean is an infinite number of times as if going in that way was the most normal thing in the world as if it were what is meant by the always new, by whatever else you wish to fill the hole of meaning with as if we are always hiding from the very thing we have just said, beyond count and behind which as if something randomly worse in other words, what can’t be held and this means as if holding itself were in danger is precisely the fizzing senselessness of the After the End which happens an infinite number of times as the normality you claim to buy your Thing but which now never can be, the last thing it can be is that very well is repeated loving blah is what you seem to shelter under from which is even worse, the Real End which is blocking everything now and making even, yes, what I pretend to be more than impossible, why not reside in this, why say more or what can’t be held or hold you for the not fucked up and not not fucked up heart to be going on with what heteronymphic whose name I can absolutely change to shelter us, me and I and your your you, from itself which is too bright and open and know what they would have called in something tattered and deleted a venom and open defeat

as if fascination were an excuse as if love were not the thing which love is
but it is not not that thing either and the mistake is to go on and on like
this is what is not going on as if fascination were itself in danger
I didn’t think at all I don’t think I have never thought
why do I have to pretend that I am a thing that thinks and has a heart that needs to think let go fall through into emptiness even the logic of this falls through
left out by the heartful the heart is a word talking about the name in detail
but why

that is as if yes yes yes yes yes yes ye s yes ye s ye s y e s y e s
we are not only meant to not have to be to be
but meant to have not been
to be meant to know this
and meant to joy just if in repetition

sometimes my heart beats so fast because I want the same thing repetition far away
and it as if being almost meant not to have to be there to be there
and being almost meant to be the ones who are not there
means now for the first time that I don’t have to say I redacted human
which despite meaning what I meant and meaning what I mean
is not what I mean and was in fact never what any of us would have
which is also not and not not what the whole ass heart hearts asf redacted
but then what, reading you, and leaving you on read again till later on unreading it is as if this, this situation, the one we never say is the one worthy of a kind of love that yes I am unable to share with snow and yes the extent of the blasphemy was simply beginning to be astonishing
taking us in taking in us and our ‘most heartfelt words’ it is as if we who are not here by virtue of feeling no need to be to be here or rather we who have finally been crushed into glorious snowy blahey unknowing that we do not have to be to be are in fact meant to be here to know this and not have to be here and not not have to be to be human redacted
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